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CHAPTER L
s S IE new road
7718l from Prescots to
¥ the mining set-
tlements  along
the Santa Anito
followed the
Sandy for two
or three miles
above Apache
canyon, then,
turning ahrupt-
ly, dove under
the turbid wa-
ters and réap-
peared, dripping
and bedraggled,.
on the opposite:

hanlk, where it was speedily lost in |

the thick underbrush as it wound
away castward, Time wes when the:
trail followed the canyon itself —o
mere mule puth—but ever sinee the

night of tho big elondburst that swelled:

the stream to the foree and fury of a

Ningura and drowned old Sanehez andi |

his whole party of prospectors, pacleers
and pack mules, even the Indinns
geemed to shun it. The only survivor
of the tragedy was o lad of twelve, the
son of o Yanlee miner, and his Mexican
wife—a lad whose nome was Leon Mac-
Nutt (MacNutt being the patronymic
and Leon the Christiun nome given him

by his dark-eved, dark-laired, dork- |
sweph |

gleinned mother): and  Leon,
away in the flood. was fished out at
dawn several miles below by n sguad
of troopers from old Fort Retribution.

The little fellow was more dead than |

alive, hulf drowned and sadly bsttered
and braised by the flotsam and jetsam
of the wreclk whirled along with him
by the raging waters, and for a time all
effort to revive him failed. When at
last he was ablo to speak and tell his
name he was lying in o dainty little
héd in o cool room, with such a gentle,
pitying, motherly fuce bending over
him and such soft hunds caressing his
heavy crop of conl black hair, and be-
side the sweet womanly face was that
of a sturdy Saxon boy of ahout Leon's
own age, whose blue eyes were full of
anxiety nnd sympathetic interest. The
first-handelasp the little orphan seemed
to recognize was this other boy’s, It
was in answer to his questioning that
the bewildered putient feebly murmured
his name, Leon MacNutt, and could
not at a1l understund the merriment in
tlie room when his questioner turned
with grave, perplexed, incredulous
face to the two gentlemen in uniform
stunding by and wonderingly an-
nounced: “Hesays His name's Loy on
MacDuff."

And that was how the first boy of onr
story came to be hailed therenfter by
his trooper friends as MacDuft instead
of the patronymicto which he was en-
titled; even officers and ladies seemed
to find the title more whimsically at-
tractive than the pretty Spanish-Mex-
jean name of Leon, by which Mrs. Cul-
len, the eaptain’s wife and, Randall's
mother, nlways addressed him.  One of

the soldiers once referred ta him as the |

Waif of Apache Canyon, but the big
tears that arose to the boy's dark eyes
at any reference to the tragedy that
loft him alone in the world erushed
that would-be witticism in the bud.
Withont adoption, either formal or in-
formel, Leon hod become an inmate of
Capt, Cullen’s household from the mo-
ment of his arrival in Sergt. Kolly's
arms, and there he lived as Ilnndall's
friend, fellow-scholar nnd pluymate for
gixteenr months, by which time he had
forgotten his sorrows and had trans-
ferred to his protectors about all the
measure of love and gratitude he had
ever felt for his own parents. .

And then came changes.  For nearly
a year the boys had roamed together
over the ncighborhoad, hunting and
fishing, riding their ponies, living o
healthy, active, out-door life except
when at  thelr lessons or aslecp,
and the bond between them had
grown stronger and stronger as
the dnys went by. But old Fort
Retribution, which was one of the
reles of the great war of the rebellion,
and had been “located" by the volun-
teers for temporary oeccupancy only,
was ordered moved from the flats at
the sonthern side of the range over o
a plateau several miles to the cast. At
the same time the regimeat to which
Leon's kkind friends and protectors be-
longed was ordered enstward after
several years of exile, and a new and
strange commahd was to take its place,
Captain and Mrs. Cullen had done what
they could for their foundling. They
fod and clothed, taught and cared for
him as they did for thelr own, because
“Randy” had been pining for o plagy-
mate, and this little fellow came op-
portunely into his life. They hud
furthermore done all that lay in their
power to secure for the orphan spch
property s might have been his fn-
ther's, but this proved n diffienlt tasle.
MacNutt had had a partnor in his min-
jng ventures, but the partner swore
stontly that Mac hadn't & c¢ent in the

world that wasn't swept away ia tho

flood of Apuche canyon; he even went
so far os to declare that Mac owed him
money, and more than once appoared

= at Retribution when tlmes sera hard

at the mines saying he thought the of-

~ fleers or somebody onght to pay it be-

eause they now had Mne's boy os se-
eurity, Ilogencrally compromised, as
he ealled it, however, with requests to

| be supplied with bacon, flour, coffec

- and sugar at commissary prices, which
v far less than those nt tht mines.
m:ldim found out that this man,
] y; by name, was lo bad re-

pute among his fellow miners, and
openly flouted him when lie came
among them, but the pfHeers, unable
to prove anything, continued to show
courtesy to him even though they 'dis-
liked him.
' Capt. Cunllen's troop marched away
from Retribution' in April, T2, just
as soon as Capt, Raymond’sof the —th
cavalry arrived, Mrs, Cullen and Randy
in the meantime hayving been sent
awny by stage to the Colorado and
thenee by steamer around to San Pran-
cisoo, This was long before railronds
were known in Arizona. Dot weeks be-
fore the departure of the troop thers
arvived ut the old post a swarthy littlo
fellow from Tucson, who announecd
| himsolf ns a brother of the laute Mrs.
MaeNntt and ns Leon's unele.  Te had
come, he said, to take Leon back to his
mothoer's people in Sontra. e brought
letters from ofttelals in Tueson which
established his elaim and was fortified
in his statoments by MaeNutt's former
partner; the malodorons Muneey, who
citme with him. * The officers and the
| men bad no elnim upon theboy other
than those of friendship nnd affection.
They wora his reseucrs find supporters
—thnt was oll—but Lieon waes by this
time for more Americen thon Mexicun,
“for more Yank than Groaser” as the
men expresstd it—and he not only
begged and prayed not to be talien
from them, but he ldeked and seratehed
nnd fought like o young bear cub when
finully foreed awny.

Mrs, Cullen and Randy were spared
thot seene, Shoe had heen ailing o little
| asa result of too longn stay onthe
| flats of old Retribution and had been
taken up to the mountain perch of
Proseott for change of air while the
packing for the move was going on,
Randall going with his mother, sorely
argrioved boeansg Leon was not in-
¢luded in the invitation semt by tho
| colonel’s wife. Capt. Unllen, probably,
! wos party to the arrancement.  He

Inew they could not keep Leon always,
| and the longer the stuy the harder the
| parting. Less than o wook after Leon's

friead and playmate had gone his un-
| ele and puartner appeared; less thun a
| fortnight and the poor little fellow was
pulled off the buckboard in the dusty
streets of Tucson and turned over to a
| Mexican packer for transportation to
! Bonora, and less than o month after the
| Cullens and -+C* troop had left the
| post, haggard, helf starved, footsore
and in rags, little Leon reappenred at
old Hetribution almost as utter o
stranger as when, hali drowned, he
was borne thither in Sergt. Kelly's
nrms eightoen months before.

If you had lived o year or more in a
certain village and knew every mem-
ber of every houschold within four
blocks of your home and were to be
talken away for a month or 5o, and re-
| turning faint, footsore, hungry nud in
| rags, yet thrilling with hope aund joy
lat the thonght of being restored to
| kind friends and hospitable firesides,
| only to find everything but the houses
changed, you can fancy little Leon's
| dumb misery us he dragged from door
| to door along “‘Officers’ Row," meeting

only total strangers, e reached the old
| post just about two o'clock of & seorch-
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nE BROUGHT LETTENRS FROM OFFICIALS,

ing Muy afterncon, when everybody
was seelidng shelter within doors, and
the servants who came to answer his
timid knock looked askance at the little
black-eyed rugamuflin, and could only
say that the people he sought were
gone. e had turned away with o,
cholsing sob from the third door, the
big house where the major of the
Eleventh cavalry used to live, not
Imowing whither now to go, and had
sunk down wupon the steps in
utter desolation whén he heard
| through the sereen of the open window
a childish volce plending: It must be
Leon, momma, Do let me call him
back.” And the next minute n flaxen-
| haired mirl of ten was at his side, Leon
{ never could tell just how it all came
about, e remembered trying hard to
[ leeep a stiff upper lip and be brave and
self-controlled and tell his story calm-
Iy and coherently, but he was weal,
starved, erushed with the bjttorness of
his disappointments, and he broke
down entirely and sobbed In utter
abandonment, and there wos no more
thought of siesta ot Capt. Foster's
quurters that afternoon, A pitying,
{ symputhetie group surrounded the boy,
Mprs, Foster and her doughter Nellio
vying with one another In ministering
to his wants, and other kind women
coming in from adjoining quarters us
the story swiftly went the rounds. It
was nll over the post in a fow hours
how little Leon, who nded to live here
with the Cullens ns Randall’s playmate
nnd friend, hod escaped from the pack-

ers in southern Arizona and made h!al
way all those weary, blistering, desert,,
miles, begging a ride in freight wagons, |
herding mules, trotting along behind'
the mail buckboard, sometimes tramp- |
ingr oll alone, until he reached, at last,
the familiar scenes, enly to find that
his friends were fled.

No hospitality was ever warmer than
that of the soldier in those old fromtier
days. Tramp or vogabond, gypsy.
grenser or Indian, it made no differ-
ence, even vagrant dogs never knew
what it was to bo turned away un-
cheered. The Fosters toole the little
stranger for the time being, nt least,
bospnge they knew the Cullens well,
and meetify them In Ban Franciseo,
had heard Leon's story from their own
lips, though never dreaming they were
to see him soon. They and the other
new families were kind to him as peo-
ple well gould be, and yet, though
srrateful, it was plain the boy counld not |
Lo consoled, They were tearing down
the frame barracks, and in the midst of
the move to the new site—some of the
troops being already there encamped—
when Leon reappenyed, und he watched
the process of dismantling with leaden
heart. The only real home he had
ever kenown was being ripped to pleces
before his very eyes, and he conld not
bear it. While the new offlcers and
men were strangers to him, there was
still at the post bis first protector, old
Sergpt. Kelly, mnewly appointed
oridnance sergesnt, snd retained there
after the departure of his old regi-
ment. There were the hospital stewnrd
and his family, and the elerls and em-
ployes abont the trader's storo, as well
as the men nt the guartermuster's
corral; they knew him well, but they,
too, were in the midst of prepara-

THE TROOPERS GAVE HIM FOOD,

for the move.
full of sympathy for him and
of distrust of Muncey, the ex-
partner, and of Manuel Cardoza, the
maternal uncle. They believed lmplic-
itly Leon's story of his transportation.
The boy said that Uncle Manuel had
treated him fairly well until they were
south of the Gila river, Muncey had
left then and gone back to the Santa
Anita, after signing and cxchanging
somo papers with Manuel 4t o ranch on
the Auga Fria, Leon could tell little
about his journey southwurd. The
driver of the buckboard had made s
place for him among the mail sacks,
and therc he eried himsclf to sleep at
night. But {nstead of taking him back
to Aunt Carmen, of whom his mother
had often told him, Unele Manuel had
turned him over to this boss packer at
Tucson, snd Leon soon found there
wits something wrong,  Instend of tak-
ing the sonthward troil, the pack train
was traveling eastward day after day,
and hae learncd presently that they
were going to old Fort Crittenden—{far
over where the Chirfeahua Apaches,
under Cochise, thoir famous leader,
were then in the height of their bloody
work, Mra Cullen hod taught Randall
and lilm the beautiful constellations in
the clondless Arlzonn skics, and from
the pule star by night and the san by
day he knew they were nover going to-
ward Ilermosillo=his mother’s far
Sonort  home.  Then he overheard
talk nmong the packers that boded ill
for him. Maznuel had reasons for want-
ing to et him out of the way" was all
Ie eonld male of it and if he wasn't
“lost,” as thoy exprossed it, before they
reached the Sierra Bonita, he must be
“lost” there where it could be
lnid to Cochise nnd the Chiricnhuos,
Terrified, the boy still kept his
wits, They pussed 8 wagon train,
a qnortermaster’s  “ontfit,” west-
ward bound, one day, nnd that
evening, soon after darlk, he slipped out
of eamp, and all alone and afoot, tool
the back track across the desert, and
after an rll night tramp, caught the
train with its soldler escort just os it
was starting on the next stage. The
troopers gave him food and a place to
sleop under the canvas cover of one of
the wagons. Leon was carried back to
Pueson safely, but from there home to
the old post fur up to the north was a
matter of days and weeks. Ie had got
there at last, worn and wenry, but
gsomething told him it wouldn't be long
before Uncla Manuel and Muncey were
after him agoln, speedily learning that
he hand returned to his friends instead
of being “lost,” as the packers might
say, among thelr foes, the Chirieahuas.
He warned his soldier friends, old and
new, that he wenld not and dare not
return to his unele's control. The
problem, therefore, was what to do
with him until Capt. and Mrs. Cullen
conld be heard from, and the solution
came quicker than might have been
expeeted.  Senlor captain of his rogi
ment when it loft Arizona, Cullen wos
looking forsward to promotion to the
grade of major within the year, and
probably in bis own old regiment. Dut
one of those sudden and unlooked for
opportunitios ocenrred that are so char-
acteristic of army life. Maj. Wharton
of tho —th eavalry, the new rogiment
just.reaching Arizona. concluded that
e wonld rather retive with the throo-
quarters’ pey of that grade after thirty
vears of hard service than go out to the
desert and desolate land of Arizonn for |
four years more, Capt. Cullen, pro- |
moted mujor of the —th eavnlry, vice
Wharton, retired, would soon return to

tion They wero

tho very station he had so recently left,
Leon's best friends were coming back,

I

and Randy wrote in eager delight to
tell the news.

This was about mid-Junc. Nlaming
hot and dry were the days and breeze-
less the nights, a most unfavorable
time for travel to end fro across the
Arizonn desorts, but Maj, Cullen wus
losing not on hour. He was u man
who had seen much serviee among the

Apache Indinns, lmew their haunts |

and habits, and was both feared and
trusted by them. No sooner was the
old regiment fuirly out of Arizona, and

before the new one was fairly in, there |

flew o hurried dispateh to San Franeis-
oo that was flushed on across the Sier-
ras and Rockies and caught the new
major 8¢ Omaha. In brief words it
told him that there was wniversal up-
rising among the Apaches and asked
how soon he eould return, as the gen-
eral communding held open for him an
important command. In twenty-four
hours the reply was at Drom barracks,
“Start this moraing. Expect me by
2Wth.”
|10 DE CONTIZTED.]

SENT AS WRITTEN.

A Story of a Badly Spelled Message Bent
by Telegraph

Several years ago a young mam,
whom we will eill H— was employed
as night operstor in a small town in
Iinois,

The seeond nizht of his scrvices a
eirons arrived in town and with it a
grent many farmers from  the sur-
rounding conatry, H—— went on duty
at seven o'clogk inthe evening. About
an hour later a stranger came in to
gend @ telegram. As soon as he had
written and paid for the message tho
operator sat down to the instrument
and provecided to tick off the talegram,
swhich was brief, and read, not inslud-
ing address und signature:

“Iove sean the party send mee the |

muney.”

When the eperator had nesrly fin-
fshed sonding the message the receiv-
ing operator telesnaphied back: “What
you givin' ust™ peferring to the spelling
in the meaiage,

The roles of the Western Union com-
pany prohibit any eonversption on the
wire hetween operntors, but neverthe-
less this rale is frequently broken, Itis
alyo a striet rule that messagesshall
always bo sent and words spelied as
they are swritten, ‘eyen if, asis often
the ease, the words proe spellodwrongly.

Dut at the time 11— toole this job
he was as ignarant of these rales asg an
Indinn, so to the operator’s quory as to
what he was “givin' him" e replied
thusly: “Malet it read: ‘Have seen the
party, seud me the money.'

P hot's more Hlce 6, sald the receiv-
ing U])(rl".ltral‘.

“I guess the bloke that wrote it
nover saw the inside of o schoal,” said
the sending brass pounder,

The next moment he was eliilled to
the marrow by the soft words that
wafted o'er his shoulder:

“Young follow, thut was a cipher
message, [ am a detective and also an
operator, I heard your remarks on the
wire, and if you don't send that mes-
sage the way I wrote it T shall sne
your blamed compiny for fifty thousand
dollars. And, further, if you don't
take buek and apologize for the re-
marlks you made about my sthooling 1
will pound vour head off."” ‘[hesy words
enme from the “bloke” thut wrote the
Iessage.

It is superfluons to add that the zpol-
ogy was fortheoming and the telegram
gont again according to the “bloke's"
rules for spelling.—Chivago Inter Decan,

1alf-Price.

Ttis not without cause that the term
“hard-headed” has so often been ap
phed to the residents of rural districts
in Now England. Not long ago a dusty,
tired-looking man presented himself at
the desle in the one hotel of o New Eng-
Innd town, and said he wanted a room
till six o'clock the next morning,  “l've
cat my supper, an’ [ shail boeoff hefore
brealkfnst,” he sald, gravely, to the
clerl.  “Now what would be your low-
est price for a room te sleep  in?”
Uity conts, i you lenve ut six a'clock
to-morrow morning,” was the reply.
wiVell, now, wonldn't o quurter malke
it jest nbout right, thea™ snid the woy-
furer, producing a battered twenty-flive-
cent pioce,  “Yon see T'mall excited up
travelin’, an' I don't cxpeet to sleep
moren half the time I'm in therel™—
Yautl's Companion,

A Clalm to Fame.

“jt was in Terth,” says Mn L Zagp-
will, “that, puzzing over s grimy
statue, I was aceosted by o barefooted
newsboy with his raucous cry of *Hair-

ald, Glasgow Huir-r-ald!’

#4111 talee one,' quoth I, ‘If you'll tell
me whose statue that is,'

“ s Nobbie Bons,' replied he, on
the najl.

“Phank you,' said I. taking the
paper. ‘And whatdid he do to deserve
the statne?® My newsboy seratehed his
head, Perceiving his embarrassment,
a party of his friends down the street
called ont In stentorisn chorus: ‘Ay,
‘tis Rabbie Duorns.”

“1at what did he do to deserve the
statue?] I thundered back. They hung
their heads. At last my newsboy re-
covered himself; his face brightened.
“Well?' sald I again, *what did he do to
deserve this statne®

w1 deed!” answered the Intelligent
little man."—Household Words.

Mint for Bad-Debt Collectors.
An aged Indy complained to o Lon-

don maglstrate that, because she wns & |

lttle behind with her rent, her land-
lady followed her $o chureh and aslred
for it there. The landlady came into
the pew, alongside her, and when she
was joining In the responses was con-
stontly whispesing to ler about the
rent. When it camo to the reaponse,
“ineling our hearts,” the landlady
would add: “to pay our rent.” The
magistrate sald it was vory annoying,
but there was nothing Hlegal in it

We All Woader,
Dolly Swift (thoughtfnlly)—I svon-
der—
Sally Gay—What, dear?
Dolly, Swift—Why there doesn't seem
to be any fun nbout);anything that is
striotly proper?-=Truth, .
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1,000,600 People Wear

W. L. DOUGLAS
$3 SHOE /':.:

A K!8,
_35.00. 34.00. 53.50. sz.m. s2.25 rfg
53.00. 52.50.52.00.51.75 5‘3.

. Any Style, AN Sizes, Every Width,
CAN FIT ANY FOCT.

Wear W. L. Douglas shocs tnd

save from 81,00 to %L, 000

i pair. Ths sedvanoe b leat'nr fos

| - Incromsed price of ofler
| - e makes, bet the qualiy

y 3 poces of 'W. K. Dozaios

| TR Bio i ) - % glhioes remain 1 s,

' BT e} . 58 W. L. DOUG LAS,

T e i BrocrToy, Mass

“WHERE DIRT GATHERS, WASTE RULES.”
GREAT SAVING RESULTS FROM
THE USE OF

 SAPOLIO

|GREAT VALUE

FOR
LITTLE MCNEY.

WEEKLY NEWR

OF THE WORLD
FOR A TRIFLE.

The New York
Weskly Tribune,

a twoenty page journal, is the leading Republican family paper of the Unit-
o States, 10 1s 0 NATIONAL FAMILY PAPER, and gives all the general
news of the United States, 10 gives the events of foréign lands in & nut-
shell, T AGRICULTURAL department has no superior in the country.
Its MARKET REPORTS nre reeognized anthority. Separate departments
for THE FAMILY CIRCLE, OUR YOUNG FOLKS, and SCIENCE AND
MECHANICS, 1ts HOME AND SOCIETY ¢olumns eommand the admiration
of wives und daughters.  Its general politieal news, editorials and discus-
glons are compreliensive, briliiant and exhaustive,

’

A SPECIAL CONTRACT enables us to offer this splendid journal and THE
ENTERFPRISE for

ONE YEAR FOR ORLY $1.25,

CASH IN ADVANCE.

(The regular subseription for the two papers is $2.30.)
SUBSCRIPTIONS MAY BEGIN AT ANY TIME.

Aditress all orders to
THE ENTERPRISE.

Write your name and aliress on @ postal cand, send it to Geo, W, Best, Room 2
Tribune Building, New York City, and sample copy of The New York Weekly
Tribune will be mailed to you.

We All Eat!

Oceasionally—self-inflicted starvation is not one
of the fads of the nineteenth century. It is
stylish to eat, And, since custom and natur
both demand it, and

You Must Eat,

why not use groceries that ave fresh? The)
cost no more; look best, taste best and are hest
for freshness ir things eatable is a divine attri-
bute. Wilder & Vincent keep a stock of greo-
ceries that is superlativel¥ fresh (and they keej
nothing but what is fresh.) Tel. No. 7.

Wilder & Vincent.

FIRST NATIONAL BANE.

WELLINCTON, O.

Established in 1864, Capital §100,000. Surplus $20,000. Doe:r-
ngeneral banking business, receives deposits, buys and sells New
York exchange, government bonds, ete.  Drafts issued on all Eure
pean countries.

8. 8. Wanxen, President. Wm. Cushion, Jr., Caghier

8.8, Warner, O. P,Chapman, Wm. Cushion, jr., and Edward
West, J. T. Haskell, Directors.

ﬁ‘wl:l: Rheumatic

Gare

(hie only positive Cure known to the Medical Profession for
the Cure of Acute and Chronic Rheumatism, Gout, Lumbago, Sciatica,
Neuralgia, Ovarian Nearalgia, Dismenorrheea, Psoriasis, Scrofula, Liver
and Kicney Diseeses. A positive Cure cffected In from 6 to 18-days.
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